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TO MISTRESS KATHERINE NEVILLE, ON HER
GREEN SICKNESS

^Printed in Musarum Ddicicz, 1655; attnbuted to Carew in manuscripts.]

WHITE Innocence, that now lies spread

Forsaken on thy widow'd bed,

Cold and alone, if fear, love, hate,

Or shame recall thy crimson mate

From his dark mazes to reside                           5

With thee his chaste and maiden bride;

That he may never backward flow,

Congeal him in thy virgin snow.

But if his own heat, with thy pair

Of neighbouring suns and flaming hair,             10

Thaw him into a new divorce;

Lest to the heart he take his course,

Oh lodge* me there, where I '11 defeat

All future hope of his retreat,

And force the fugitive to seek                          15

A constant station in thy cheek.

So each shall have his proper place,
I in your heart, he in your face.

MR. CAREW TO HIS FRIEND

[From manuscripts in the Bodleian Library and the British Museum;
also attributed to William Strode.]

LIKE to the hand that hath been us'd to play

One lesson long still runs the selfsame way,

And waits not what the hearers bid it strike,

But doth presume by custom this will like:

So run my thoughts, which are so perfect grown,       5

So well acquainted with my passion,

That now they dare prevent me with their haste,

And ere I think to sigh, my sigh is past:

It's past and flown to you, for you alone

Are all the object that I think upon:                       10

And did you not supply my soul with thought,

For want of action it to none were brought.

What though our absent arms may not enfold